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One 


Author's Notes: 
For all the support and encouragement and surviving the cliffhangers -- this one\'s for Kelpie. Special thanks 


to Bella for her help. ;) Oh and this is for the October challenge. 


"Hey!" Laughing, Sav turned to face a grinning Viv, standing behind him with a now empty bottle of water in his 
hand. "That's cold!" 


"It is." Viv sat down next to him, hanging his feet over the edge of the pool, kicking the water up into arcs that 
glimmered in the blazing sun 


"Can't say it didn't feel good though. It's hotter than hell out here." 


The two sat in silence, the heat making even the simple act of talking an effort. Sav sighed, scooting forward 
and sliding off the cement edge and into the water. "Come on, Viv, its much cooler in here." 


Viv set the bottle down and pushed himself into the water, splashing Sav in the process. Sav made a face and 


dove under, grabbing Viv's ankles and pulling him under, popping back to the surface and taking off with long 
strokes toward the grotto on the far side of the pool. 


Sputtering, Viv came up out of the water, taking several breaths and swiping a hand over his face, blinking to 
clear the water from his eyes. Spying Sav, he took off after him, chasing him into the shadowed coolness of 
the small cave. Sav was leaning against the wall, his head back and eyes closed, legs floating out in front of 
him. 


"Try To drown me, did you?" 


Sav snickered, not bothering to open his eyes. "Nah, if I'd have wanted to drown you | would have kept you 
there. Besides, it's too hot for all that." 


Viv arranged himself next to Sav, sitting on the ledge and letting his legs float as well, cursing in several 
tongues as his lighter weight seemed to give him an added buoyancy that kept lifting him to the surface of 


the water. "So, we're stuck until Tomorrow?" 


"Yeah," Sav cracked open an eye, “until they get the bus fixed" Turning his head, he grinned, taking in the slick 
fall of black hair and the deep blue eyes regarding him. "What?" 


Viv blushed, "Nothing. 

"No, come on, what?" 

Viv sighed, lifting a foot out of the water and studying at his toes. “It's best if we just forget it" 
"How can | forget it if | don't know what it is?" 


Viv's leg brushed against Sav's. Sav didn't move, still watching him with no sign of being aware. 


This time it rubbed more than brushed. 

Sav's eyes widened a bit. "Ah, Viv?" 

Viv turned his head. "Told you it best be forgotten" 

"What are you trying to say?" 

‘| like you," Viv sighed, "and | know you're not liking me like that." 
"Like what?" 


"Like | like you." 


Sav grinned. When Viv got upset or emotional, his accent deepened, sometimes to the point where they would 
pretend they couldn't understand him. But from the look on his face, this might not be a good time to poke 
fun. "Viv? If you mean what | think you do, you know I'm not into that." 


"So why am | bothering you with it then?" 
‘lm flattered, really. But..." 


"But its not something you'd be thinking about. So better just to forget about it then" Viv sighed and got out 


of the pool. "I'm going back to my room." 


Sav didn't say anything, but his eyes followed the downcast figure until it disappeared into the hotel. 


Two hours later he was sprawled on his bed, AC going full blast, bored and flipping through the channels on 
the television with not a single thing catching his eye. Tossing the remote on the bed beside him, he tucked his 
arms behind his head and closed his eyes, letting his mind drift back to the grotto. He knew that there had 
been something going on between Viv and Phil, and recently they'd been icily polite to each other, so maybe it 
was just that Viv was frustrated and looking to make Phil jealous by coming on to someone else. Which, if he 
was honest, was kind of flattering, but really it wasn't his idea of fun 


He was so lost in his musing he didn't hear the knock at first, only catching it when it became a steady 
pounding. Swinging his legs over the side of the bed he rose to his feet, tugging his shorts up -- how they 
always managed to end up nearly falling off when all he did was lie in bed he'd never know -- and shouting for 
whoever it was to hold their bloody pants on. Yanking open the door, he found himself being propelled 
backwards by a very angry Vivian. 


"Shut the door! And if that skinny bastard that stands on the other side of the stage shows his pointed chin, 


tell him you haven't seen me so fuck off back to his room" 


Sav bit his cheek to keep from laughing; Viv's brogue was so thick everything was rolling off his tongue. "You 
two still fighting?" 


"He is! | dinna wan’ to fight in the first place!" 


"Calm down or | won't be able to figure out what you're saying!" Laughing, Sav guided him to the bed and sat 


him down, taking a seat next to him. "Now what's wrong? You two have been at it for weeks." 
"| just canna be him!" 


"Be who?" Comprehension smacked him between the eyes when Viv let out a pained sigh. "Oh." 


"He's not happy with who | am. He tries to pretend he is, but he's never been satisfied with me. And | canna 
take it any more. So | told him it was over, and besides, there's someone else l've had on my mind.” 


"Me, right?" Sav grinned, batting his eyes. "lm simply irresistible." 

"Don't play with me Sav, this heart of mine canna take it." 

Sav fell back on the bed, clutching his stomach and hooting. "Oh fuck Viv, you can't be serious." 

Viv thought of several different answers he could have given. Only one seemed to make any sense. 

Sav's laugh died in his throat when he felt the brush of warm lips on his. Another touch, this time not as 
quick. His eyes opened and found Viv staring down, a hint of worry in the dark blue. And then the lips found his 
again and of their own will his lids swept down, his mouth opening when a tongue probed, asking admittance. 
Sharp, the taste of toothpaste and something different than he had tasted before. It was the taste of Viv 
himself, Sav gasping in surprise when fingers found his nipple and gave it a light pinch. And then suddenly he 
was on his feet, scrubbing his lips with the back of hand and staring at Viv. "What was that?" 

"A kiss," Viv said, getting up and slinking toward him. 

"Viv, hang on mate, this isn't going to happen." 

"It will, so just sit back and enjoy." 

Sav didn't have time to say anything as Viv sank to his knees, taking Sav's shorts down as he went. Rough pads 
at the end of nimble fingers scratched at his thighs as that same warm and greedy tongue lapped the head of 
his cock, somehow guiding it into his mouth and sucking, teasing the tip, more of the shaft slowly vanishing into 
the tight clasp of his lips. 

He planned on moving away, he planned on protesting loudly. He planned on putting a stop to this. 

Right. This. Very. Second. 

And then he realized his cock was stiffening rapidly, his body canting forward to offer more to Viv. And he 
accepted that offer and took full advantage of it. Instead of pushing Viv away, his hand cupped the back of his 
head, feeling the silky curls wrap around his fingers, his hips pushing forward to slide more of his cock into 
that eager mouth. 

This is your friend, the guy you play onstage with. ls it worth risking that for a quick blow job? Even if your feel 


Ike your legs are about fo give out, and you want to spend the next twenty years with hm on his knees in front 
of you because its that fucking good? 


Sav's head fell forward, hooded eyes watching the slow movement of his cock in and out of Viv's mouth, 
groaning when the head would pop free, long strands of saliva mixed with precome stringing between the head 
and his lips. Viv licked down to his balls, taking one in his mouth and rolling it around, his fingers seeking that 
spot just behind the sac and pressing until Sav staggered, panting at the pleasure each firm push sent ripping 
through him. 


And then Viv was on his feet, his hands tangling in Sav's hair and pulling his head down for another kiss, this 
one almost brutal in its need, tongues lashing and fighting for control as Viv drew him forward. Sav stumbled 
over the shorts pooled at his ankles, finally managing to kick them free, his arms going around the slender 


figure in front of him and cupping his arse, forcing him closer. 


Something snapped in his brain and he wanted this, wanting it as bad as he had ever wanted anything. He'd 
worry about the consequences tomorrow, or the next day, but for now all he knew was he wanted to sink his 


cock between the flexing muscles he held in his hands. 


He ended up on the bed, Viv rising above him, his clothes in a heap on the floor. Sav felt as if time was 
skipping from place to place, having no memory of Viv taking the time to undress or how he was suddenly on 


the bed, throwing his leg over Sav's waist and guiding his cock to his arse. 
And then he was inside him and none of it mattered. 


Tight, so tight it felt as if the skin on his cock was being dragged with each movement of Viv's body above his. 
The light weight that landed on his hipbones with every descent, the cool air that washed over his burning 
flesh with each rise. Small hands braced on his chest, the nails digging in as the fingers curved, Viv's head 


thrown back in rapture as the black curls danced with the motion of his ride. 


Sweat, shining beads rolling down his chest, his eyes closed, words that Sav didn't understand forced on puffs 
of air, his cock bouncing with him until Sav caught it with his hand and spread the precome down the shaft, 
jerking him in time with the hard fucking of his arse on Sav's cock. 


He couldn't breathe, his heart pounding so hard he thought it would explode, his balls tight and aching until he 
was clenching his teeth to try to keep from shooting his come. And then Viv froze above him, arching his back 
and jerking his hips with Sav's cock buried to the root, slick ropes of come splashing over Sav's hand and onto 
his chest as Viv keened, reaching back and grabbing Sav's thighs as he shuddered and trembled with the force 


of his release. 

The rippling, clutching pull on his cock made him buck up, his throat releasing a roar as each punch of his hips 
marked a burst of his come inside Viv, grinding upward, trying to push even deeper into the convulsing walls 
that sucked the seed from his balls. 


And then it was over and they crashed back to reality, covering in sweat and come and each other. 


With a weak and shaking hand, Sav pushed the black curls back from Viv's face, eyes drifting shut, wondering 


why he had deried something so good for so long. 


Sav's eyes opened in the now dark room, a shiver running through him, the air cold from the air conditioner 
he had left running full blast. Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes, groaning as the dream came back to him. Looking 


down at himself, he swore, seeing the evidence of his release dried on his skin 


Getting up, he started for the shower, taking the time to turn the thermostat back up so he didn't turn to a 
block of ice when he left the shower. A pounding on his door made him swear, grabbing his shorts that had 


somehow ended up on the floor and pulling them on. "Hang on! l'm coming!" 

He opened the door, his eyes getting a bit wider when Vivian shoved by him. "Shut the door! And if that skinny 
bastard that stands on the other side of the stage shows his pointed chin, tell him you haven't seen me so 
fuck off back to his room" 


Sav pushed the door shut, a slow grin stealing over his face. 


Seemed as if he'd heard those words somewhere before. 


